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As Jacob filled with grief, as Joseph banished fai, am I;
The earth is House of Dole and prison dure alike for me.1

To cry aloud my weary plight in woful strangerhood
Each scar upon my breast hath oped its lips full bitterly.

Since I the yearning Jacob am of separation's vale,
The letter from the Joseph-fair e'en as the shift I see. *

Would that I knew if I alone am thus, or if all earth's
Delight and joy, like mine, are changed to pain and agony.

Nesh'et, my home is now the saddle, while the love I clip
Is e'en that silver-bodied fair they call the sword, perdie!

GhazeL [417]

The rule of love is for the lover naught but wistful prayer,
Coquetry is the law of fascination foi the fair.

Although the biids of high estate 3 should seek to soar aloft,
Within the sky of zeal, they still wcie geese both here and there.

Von one who paitridgc-like doth pace coquetry's mountain-range*
Doth e'en as falcon thiough the chace of heait and spirit fare.

Alack that they most richly dowered with grace and beauty's charm
In faith and piety and pity should so scantly share!

The burning anguish of the moth that seeks the vision bright
The taper doth reveal, is to my thinking all a prayer.

At times ineseemeth that the cock's loud clarion-call at dawn
Proclaims: CO Lord, how long the night of absence drear doth wear!'

The gift of Gocl to joyless Ncsh'et in this cabaret

Is e'en the licence to be drunk with Love theiein for e'er.

1 The 'House of Dole' i. e. Jacob's dwelling-place after the departure of
Joseph, the 'prison dure', that wherein Joseph was confined in Egypt.

* The letter fiom some friend fair as Joseph is here compared to the shift
of that beautiful and saintly peisonage, which, being flung over Jacob's face,
restored sight to his eyes blinded with weeping.

3  That is, the grandees of the state.

4  The  pacing  of the partiidgc is held to resemble the graceful walk of a
coquettish beauty.